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But fiercely ran the current.
Swollen high by months of rain:                    340
And fast his blood was flowing;
And he was sore in pain,
And heavy with his armour.
And spent with changing blows;
And oft they thought him sinking,                     345
But still again he rose.
Never, I ween, did swimmer,
In such an evil case,
Struggle through such a raging flood
Safe to the landing place:                              350
But his limbs were borne up bravely
By the brave heart within,
And our good father Tiber
Bore bravely up his chin.
And now he feels the bottom;                           355
Now on dry earth he stands;
Now round him throng the Fathers
To press his gory hands;
And now, with shouts and clapping,
And noise of weeping loud,                            360
He enters through the River-Gate,
Borne by the joyous crowd.
They gave him of the corn-land,
That was of public right,
As much as two strong oxen                             365
Could plough from morn till night;
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